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of Denver, along the base of a lower range of
mountains known as the Black Hills, in search
of an opening through the towering wall of rock
and snow. At Stonewall, near Virginia Dale, it
finds a gorge, or canyon, as the people call it,
leading into a pretty woodland district, full of
springs and streamlets, in which the trout are so
abundant you may catch them in a creel. The
.scenery is not yet wild and grand, though it is
picturesque, from the strange rock formation and
the brilliance of its body colour. The moment
you enter into the mountain land, you see why
the Spaniards called it Colorado. The prevailing
tint of rock, of soil, of tree (especially in the fall),
is red.

Between Virginia Dale and Willow Springs, the
country lying south of our track may be called
beautiful. The road runs high, commanding a
sweep of many valleys, bright with welcome fo-
liage, therefore blessed with water; broken by cols
and ridges, with long dark, intervals of space be-
tween ; the whole landscape crowned in the dis-
tance by the mighty and irregular range from
Long's Peak to Pike's Peak. This is a true Swiss
scene; the hills being clothed with pine, the
summits capped with snow; a scene as striking in